ACT    III

October $rd, 1928. Thirty years ham brought electric
light, central heating, a vogue for coloured dis-
temper, and much else that has transformed this old
room. But flesh and blood still remains impervious
to all attempts at rejuvenation. MINNIE, though she
must be eighty-six, still sits knitting on her accus-
tomed perch, and we politely try not to notice that her

feet are still farther from the ground, since she has
definitely shrunk a little. We perceive that JANE,
who is writing letters at her father's old desk, has
grown into a jolly, rather fashionable., middle-aged
woman. About PERCY we can form no conclusions,
save that he is presumably nearing sixty, for he is
almost hidden by his evening paper. We gather that
dinner has not long been finished. As nine o'clock
strikes, PERCY sets aside his " Evening Standard"

PERCY : Ragg ought to be here soon.

MINNIE (grunting] : The good-for-nothing ! What

do yon think he wants ?

PERCY : I was busy at the office when he rang

me up, and couldn't wait to ask.

MINNIE : He's up to no good, I'll be bound.

PERCY (who has not lost his habit of thinking before

he speaks) : No, I suppose not.

JANE : I wish youhadn't asked him round, darling.

PERCY : He asked himself. Besides, I like him.

So do you.

JANE : I know. It's only laziness. I can't be

bothered to get out my party face.

PERCY (resuming his paper) : It seems to me, if

your  present face  is  good  enough  for  your

husband, it ought to be good enough for him.

JANE : It's too good for him. My party face is
64?